The Tragedy 

TJaJf . So prolper I,as I fweare perfe<ft loue: 

Ri. And las I lou ^.Hafiings with my heart. 

King. Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this 
Nor/your ibnne T)orfet,Euck/ng ham } not you, * 

\ ouhaue becReiiuftious one againft the other.* 

\w ite, loue Lord Hajlings, let him kiffe your hand 
And what you doSjdoeitvnfainedly. ‘ 

£hu Here Hafiings, I will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, to thriue J and mine. 

.Dor/.Thusenterchangeof loue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part (hall bevnuiolab'e. 

Ei all. And fo I fweremy Lord. 

AT^.Now princely ‘Buckingham feale vp this league 
W ith thy embracement to my wiues allies 5 J 

And make me happy in this vnity. 

Aw^Wbeneqer Buckingham dotbturne his hate 
On you, or yours,but with all dutiousloue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, Godpunifh me 
With hate,m thofe where rexpe&moft loue, 

W hen I haue moft neede to itpploy a friend . 

And moft allured tint he is- a frieind, 

Deepe, hollow trecherous^nd-full ofouile 
Be he vnto me: This doe I begge of God 
When I am cold in zealc to you or yours* 

King, a plealing cordiall Princely Buckingham 
Is this thy yow vnto niy jickly heart s 3 

There wanted* now our brother Gloceslcr here 
To make the perfe$: period of this peace- 
Enter Glocefter. 

-S^Andin good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo, Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queene. 

And pnncely Peares, a happy time of day. 

.Xing, Happy indeedas we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we haue done deeds of charii y ; y 

Made peace of emnity/aire loue ofhat’e 
Bctwcene thefe fwelling wrong in fcenfed’Peares. 

Glo. A blefled labour moft foueraigne Liege 
Amongft this Princely heape, if any here S J 

By fall* intelligence, or wrong furmife, 

Hold 


:> 


of RicBard the Third. 

Hold 'hid a foe, if I vnwictingly or in my rage, 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne ' 

By any in this prelence , I delire 
1 o reconcile me to his freindly peace, 1 
Tis death to me to be at emn:ty , 

I hate it and dehre all good mens loue. 
FirftMaddamlintreatneace of you. 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice* 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defart haue fround on me. 

Dukes, Earles, Lord s, Gentlemen, indeed of all : 

I do not know that Engliflur.an aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotteat oddes, " 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 
flu. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leige I do befeech your Maiefty 
To take our brother Clarence, toyour grace. 

CA.Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this, 
TobethusicOrndin this royal I prefence ? 

W ho knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcome his coarfe* (he is ? 

Ri- Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
fl3' All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? 

Buc. Looke 1 fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord and none in this prefence 
But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes* 

Km. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. ' 

GU. But He poore foule by our firft order dide-, ‘ 

And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardy criple bore the countermaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fome lefTe noble and lefle loyall 
Neererm bloody thoughts,butnotinblood : 

Belerue not werfe then wretched Clarence did, 

Ana yet goe currant from fufpicion. Enter Darby: 


